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PUBLIC ABSTRACT
The aim of my research is to discover, collect and observe new forms of technology, information, energy and resources through my unique access to the multiverse through gateways linking otherwise isolated universes. I've been able to explore the differences between our world and its parallels, as well as the actual process by which these portals are established. While the lifespans of the individual ports vary dramatically, current theory maintains that every portal must eventually collapse into itself, and in doing so each produces its own unique residue of a material unknown to this 6.27-9.09.2017 -I continue working, laboring at construction in the day and making intricate drawings at night. I am tireless. I feel drawn to action by a force I can't name. My apartment is littered with graph paper strewn with otherworldly drawings. I become a ghost to friends and family. I ride my bike at night, canvasing the streets of Iowa City, as though I were looking for something.
9.10.2017 -I make my first large sculpture in months. It is 12 feet tall and 12 feet in diameter, a collection of pieces from my past, as well as parts that were foreign to me: an exercise bike, a dialysis machine, an air compressor, a moving mechanical model. They are framed by 2x4s, a cube of orderly containment. I place them together not understanding my intention by knowing that it must be just so. Every piece must be exactly as it is, and I feel a furious pressure to get it right.
The piece is received well by peers for its aesthetics, but the interpretations are vast. It is agreed that it is a machine. It is human powered. It is orderly. I feel agitated but do not know why.
9.24.2017 -I make a large sculpture composed of the same materials as the previous, but in disarray. They make a lean-to of rubble, a violent cathartic break from their previous right angles.
The piece is divisive. It is received well by some peers, makes others angry. I am accused of making work that isn't recognizable as mine. But, if it isn't mine, whose is it? Someone very nearly like me? Amidst the spat, I regard the work with new understanding. I know, finally, what I've been doing. And, I know what I need to do.
10.03.2017 -A breakthrough! But I don't know what it means yet…I've been absorbed in plans and cursory first attempts at my machine. It's been all wrong. There's something missing. Then, today I came home from studio and collapsed into my couch only to discover something hard wedged between the cushions. I tossed them aside to discover something I can't name. It is 12 inches tall, light pink like Pepto-Bismol with a high sheen and a lumpy texture, almost as if it has been sculpted. I am initially surprised to find something so otherworldly in-between the cushions of my couch, but something tells me that it's come to help me in my mission. Or, did someone leave it here? I pick it up. It's much heavier than it looks and it contains some sort of very light current. When in my hands, I feel something in my chest, like an animal unwinding from hibernation.
I feel a deep need to keep it safe. For now, it is in the back of a closet in my apartment, covered in clothes. When I am not with it, I am thinking about it. I need to protect it.
10.04.2017 -I found another! This one was in fridge. I didn't expect to find another, but when I saw it there amongst the condiments (looking, oddly enough, like a tray of stacked lunchmeat) I was not at all surprised. It looks soft, but it's as hard the last one, similarly colored but a deeper pink, with smaller lumps and without the sheen, almost dusty looking. It has the same strange power. I put this one in the closet with the other. I visit both often, take them out and look at them. I ask them what they're for.
10.08.2017 -Another! This one: peeking out beneath the gravel on a trail I often bike. Could someone else have found this one? I am worried about other people finding them. I've begun to think of them affectionately as "my lumps." This one is orange at the core with a pink, cracked rind. This one seems different than the others. It is more vibrant. I must find a way to figure out their properties.
11.02.2017 -Since I have last written I've found six more lumps, which I've catalogued below, and I am always waiting for the next one. I think of scarcely anything else. And finally, finally, I've begun work on the project that I know will define my life. Since last record I've found more lumps, I've been slaving at my machine. I sleep in the studio, and regret that I must pause to eat or drink. I only return home in case I've been visited by more lumps.
11.26.2017 -I've created a modular storage facility. I constructed it from plywood and a shed door. Once done, I placed all my lumps inside, closed the door, and then deconstructed the space while keeping the lumps inside. Now, the only way to get to my lumps is to rebuild the room, exactly as before. I store the materials in a series of places for added security. My lumps will never be in danger again.
02.04.2018 -Much progress made in last months. Cold has been conducive to work, for no one is around to bother me. My mother worries, which I regret. I will visit her soon. More lumps have been found, all now safe in their home of the collapsible storage facility. I must remember to stock it with snacks.
Progress on the machine is frustratingly slow but with frequent small revelations. I will call it, for now, my Material Analyzer.
03.03.2018 -Finally. What I've been waiting for. I've asked the lumps, alone in the dark, so often to send me a sign, to compel me toward the next step. There's only so much I can do with logic and science alone! Today, I went to visit my mother. Outside her house, without her, I saw a bright shining glimmer resting on the ground like an egg. Another lump? No. As I watched, it began to expand. It grew and rose up from earth, moving toward me, levitating to extend from my knee to my belly button. It was a hole. I climbed in, without hesitation. I can't discuss all I saw there. My pen trembles even now in writing it, and though I don't understand why, I know that recounting some details would hurt those around me. For now, I'll withhold the many specifics, and only say what I have learned:
What I found was an interdimensional portal. It led from our world to one almost exactly like it. Initially, I thought I had stepped only through light. Then, in small ways I will not name, it became clear that I was in the same world, only a version where one small event had gone differently. Here, I was dead.
Superimposed upon the lives we live are the infinitely thin and infinitely multitudinous layers of space time material. Each contains the variations possible by the slight change of wind or a moment's hesitancy or an inconsequential decision made differently.
Space time Portals open between these layers often, though I don't know what causes them, and when they do travel between dimensions is possible. Every time an interdimensional portal closes the huge energy compression leaves behind a residual mass. These are my lumps. They are residue of interdimensional possibility. I don't yet know with certainty all these residues can do, or how to harness their properties. But, I know they are for something, and that they want to be used.
A last note: I have come back from the dimensional travel with my own coffin. I found my gravestone, dug it up, and found it empty. I can't explain this yet, but I can say that the realization was not a surprise to me. I felt as though the Hunter Creel of this dimension, or another one, was guiding my hand in the excavation. One of us has been here before.
In transporting my coffin through the portal, it was changed. I can only assume then that I was changed as well, though not so visibly. The coffin is in parts unfinished wood, as I would expect a carpenter's coffin to be, and other parts it is stripped yellow and orange. It is striped like the ambulance on the way to the hospital. It is striped like the police tape around Ricky Ray Lillie's job site. It is stripped like the scar that runs though my chest and, at time, itches like a low flow of electricity through my body. We have the technology. Now, all we need is time. Analyzer, installation view, 2018 
